I am never too weird to get a long with a click 

And I was never to normal to get some popular hit 

I'm always in purgatory of never fitting in

So I turned and amplified what I have always been 

Inside the middle of that middle bad 
Inside that middle of that negative past 
Inside the middle of that middlness 
Inside a middle with no roads to press 

I jumped around in every group or ever form I planned in 

I slung around because Nothing else ever happened

Even a reject could fit in more than me  

Well fuck I never liked the attention nor society  

So fuck it, I went on my own by myself to a corner no one could brag nor sell 

A home for my own alone with little company  

And then people took interest suddenly 

These fucking people are always stupid trash 

To invade ones privacy Just because you now put importance on that 

I said fuck society, and all these people around me

Yet now and then I always  come starving back 

Sliding through anyones group 

To take the little vacuous moments they had

Like a ghost aloof inside a costume of extroverted 

And when the time comes to get to know you, I go hiding right back 

Never cared to make any real friends at all 

And the rarest ones who do 

I always question what their motives are 

Those friends who are passed around because nobody would take them around 

Just like you 

I just always end up being someone else's rebound 

Is wrong for me to know this and not question why now? 

That my so called friends show patterns that they just use my time out 

Like a person boring through a shitty video game just to pass the time now

I've always been that "friend" who's the last resort when someone's desperate 

When shit hits a fan, No ones ever been around 

Am I evil to never expect anything else?  

Or am I evil to treat everyone on how I was dealt? 

Life told me they only need you when they are down

At least that's the only friends that ever stuck around 

So why give a fuck when they guilt trip me when I never come downtown 

If I get too close, its only time when they turn the knife around  

And yet I know just being the way I am 

Forces them in a position 
to what I thought anyway 

To prove what I thought about them all a fuck along 

Yet this thought about this too is just a false sense of control 

That I push people to do rather than think they are just what they are

My god damn minds not a friend to me too 

What the fuck do I do?

Because when I stop thinking about it, I revert back to my somatipc muse 

It seems another delusional thought just keeps mangling through my reality 

Is my "friends" just victims from someone like me? 

I can't tell who it is and where I should turn for peace 

Theirs no cure for this dysfunctional personality

I go through my memory banks 
With no access to the most important times in my world 
Just a folder name of what memory I recalled 
But never nothing ever inside 
Sometimes I catch a tampering with my folders or so called memories 
Is this really what it seems to be? 
I can see subtle layers of rewritings 
But is it true or is it just me? 
Is what I see really what I believe? 






